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Please Dont Leave Me 


Author's Notes: 
Just a brief little one shot :D | hope you all enjoy! 


Dead ran upstairs to the bathroom. He was done with Euronymous and his abusive taunts. He had to bear the 
pain for so long; he didn't know if he could take it anymore. He had felt unloved and unwanted for so long. The 


only times Dead felt even close to okay were when he was totally numb. 


Dead shut the door and turned on the water to the tub. He undressed and climbed in. The vocalist fought back 
tears as he stared at his bony, scarred body. Euronymous was right, he was ugly and worthless. He should 
just end it all.. he could drown himself or slit his wrists or blow his brains out. He needed to end the pain 


somehow. The depression was constantly tormenting him, and it never went away. 


The only thing that had stopped Dead from killing himself this whole time was the fear of hurting his family 
back home in Sweden. He missed his family so much.. he needed to see them one more time before dying. Or 


did he? He'd probably see his family in the afterlife, once they had all passed. 


Dead couldn't stand the misery anymore. He slowly got out of the tub, grabbed one of his razor blades, and 
climbed back in. He held the blade in his hand, contemplating whether to slit his wrists or not. It would end the 


pain and make it all go away, but at the same time, he didn't want to fail at suicide. 


Tears started falling down Dead's cheek. His shaky hand pressed the blade up against his wrist. At that 


moment, Dead heard a knock at the door. 


The vocalist heard Varg ask, "Are you okay in there? You've been in the bathroom for a long time." Dead didn't 
respond; he just took the blade and dragged it down his arm. 


"Pelle?" 

Dead quietly cried, dragging the blade down his arm again. 

"Pelle?l?" Varg said, his voice growing increasingly alarmed. "Pelle, please answer me." 

Dead drew his knees up close to his stomach, still holding the blade. 

"Pelle, if you don't answer me, I'll have to come in" 

Dead sat in the tub, staring at the blade in his hands. 

Varg opened the bathroom door and walked in. "Pelle?" Varg asked. "What did you do to yourself?" 
Dead turned away from Varg. "Please go away," he mumbled. 

"Pelle, did you hurt yourself?" 

"Yeah," Dead whispered, turning to face Varg. "l-I couldn't take it anymore.." 


"Pelle, please don't hurt yourself,” Varg said gently, stroking the vocalists wet hair. "You're so precious to me, 


Pelle." 
Dead set the blade down on the side of the tub. "Really?" 


"Yes, Pelle. | love you so much that | can't even put it into words. I'm not going to leave you here alone," Varg 


said, putting his arm around Dead. "Let's get you bandaged up." 


Dead climbed out of the tub as Varg handed him a towel. The vocalist took the towel while Varg searched for 


gauze. 


Varg bandaged Dead's arm up with the gauze he had found and handed the vocalist some clothing. Dead 


scrambled to get dressed; he was rather embarrassed about Varg seeing him naked. 


"Let's get you to bed," Varg whispered. Dead nodded and grabbed onto Varg's hand. The two walked down the 


hallway to Dead's room. 
Dead crawled into bed, still holding onto Varg's hand. "Please don't leave me," he whispered. 


‘lm never going to leave you," Varg whispered, gently kissing Dead's forehead. 


